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mend him to her daughter, the Queen of Naples. The queen
has deigned to listen to me, and to write to her daughter,
and this most worthy ecclesiastic has now been raised to the
see of Martorano;1 and faithful to his promise, he will
take you with him to his diocese. He must pass through
Venice to go to Calabria. He has written you the enclosed
letter, to which reply at once. By his help you may arrive
at the highest dignities of the Church. Think what my joy
will be if in twenty or thirty years' time I see you a bishop!
The Abbe Grimani will take care of you until the bishop
fetches you/
The bishop's letter was in Latin, and was practically a
repetition of my mother's.
These letters completely turned my head. Adieu, Venice!
I saw before me a most brilliant perspective of years. I
burned to start at once on my career. I felt no- regret at
the thought of leaving my country. 'The time for vanities
is past/ said I, *a stable and dignified future lies ahead of
me/ The Abbe Grimani complimented me on my future
grandeur, and assured me he would find me a good board-
ing-house, into which I could go at the beginning of the
year, and wait until the coming of the bishop.
One fine morning, a man, about forty, appeared at my
house with a black wig, a scarlet cloak, and a sunburnt face.
He gave me a note from M. Grimani bidding me hand
over to bearer all the furniture in the house, according to his
inventory, a duplicate copy of which was in my possession.
I showed him what was left of the furniture, and when
anything was missing I told him, in an indifferent manner,
that I knew where it was. But the blockhead insisted on
knowing what I had done with the thing. His tone dis-
pleased me, and I told him I owed him no explanation. As
he continued to bluster I advised him to get out as quickly
as he could, or I would show him I was still master in my
own house.
I went to M. Grimani, and told him all that had hap«
1 Martorano is situated in the wilds of Calabria.

